OLD LOVE STORIES RETOLD

Another very different champion of the muse
matrimonial is John Donne. Through all the
crusts of metaphysical conceits there breaks in
Donne's poetry the flame of white interior fires,
set alight by one of the bravest and most attractive
wives in the history of love. Anne More was the
daughter of Sir George More, Lord Lieutenant of
the Tower, a father whose sternness made a run-
away marriage necessary, and whose implacability
hampered the devoted couple for years. Yet,
through all, their love wore a gallant feather of
romance, romance productive of no less than twelve
children, as well as Donne's finest poems, and living
still in one or two anecdotes of a peculiarly vivid
humanity. Such is the story of Donne during an
absence from England seeing his wife in a vision.
She was in childbed at the time, but did not die.
" I have seen," he told a friend who was with him,
" my dead wife pass twice by me through this room,
with her hair hanging about her shoulders, and a
dead child in her arms." We get a glimpse of her
spirit in her wish, on the occasion of one of Donne's
enforced business visits abroad, to accompany her
husband dressed as a page. One has a childish wish
that he had given in to her whim, and taken her with
him. He wrote her a charming lyric instead:

" Sweetest love, I do not go,

For weariness of thee,
Nor in hope the world can show
A fitter love for me;
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